Disc and Music Echo—August 15, 1970 


PLUMPTON FESTIVAL 
Explosive sounds 


from Purple 


EEP PURPLE, amplifiers ablaze and flying off the stage, gave 
the Plumpton Festival a violent end on Sunday night. It was 

the most devastating performance at a festival that won’t go down 
as a Woodstock or Bath—but the comparative few who were there 
to witness so many good sounds, will remember it as the easiest 


to enjoy. 

Purple’s power blasted the 
N.J.F’s modest P.A. (modest, com- 
pared to the mountains of speakers 
at the ‘giant events) and their indi- 
yidual brilliance was partly lost in 
a mess of sound. They worked 
‘hard, and, effortwise, they were 
at their dynamic best. But time 
beat them and solos on ‘Ring 
That Neck” were cut short, drum- 
mer Jan Pace didn’t get one at ail! 

They finished with “Mandrake 
Root,” the strobe light giving a 
particularly evil effect; Ian Gillan 
fell off stage; Ritchie Blackmore 
played the guitar with his boots, 
and, with frightening impact. his 
amps burst into vivid orange 
flames. Maybe that was planned, 
maybe it wasn’t, but a man with 
an extinguisher was close at-hand 
as the fire licked dangerously 
near the back-cloth. 

Blackmore rebuilt the pile of 
burnt-out amps—then kicked them 
down again, equipment plunging 
off the stage. 

Deep Purple may not have had 
the loudest ovation: they were at 
their best as a startling stage act, 
not at their best musically because 
of the sound mroblems. And any- 
wav. a lot of people were too 
shattered to be able to do anv- 
thing but gape, in chocked silence. 

Juicy Lucv declined to plav_in 
the 29 minutes that remained after 
the Rlackmor> explosion. And it 


by Roy Shipston 


cult to follow. 

Plumpton may not have been a 
financial success, the attendance 
figures are nothing to shout about, 
but it presented a fine selection 
of our  not-quite-so-well-known 
groups instead of a top-heavy line- 
up of big names. 

It was a ‘thappy ‘/festival—the 
afternoon sets basically soft, re- 
laxed and folky. The atmosphere 
was so casual that, as Ritchie 
Blackmore noted, it was “almost 
like a garden fete.” 

For Taste’s Rory Gallagher it 
was “the festival of the year—by 
tradition.” And that was before 
he and the rest of the group 
provoked football crowd-type 
cheers at the racecourse on Satur- 
day night. 


Sad aspects 


But jit had some sad aspects; 
Burnin’ Red Ivanhoe going on for 
a short set early on Sunday while 
most ‘people eae queueing to get 
in, and, perhaps the biggest 
catastrophy, a band of the calibre 
of Quatermass being hidden away 
in a tiny tent where only two or 
three hundred ‘people could experi- 
ence them. 

There has been a Jot of raving 
done lately about organists, but 


Fy 


¥ 


not had much of a look-in—which 
doesn’t make sense. Former Royal 
Academy student, he is a superb 
technician with a big dose of 
imagination and originality 

Quatermass_ Robinson plus the 
power of Johnny Gustayston 
bass-vocals) and Mick Under- 
wood (drums) nearly blew the 
tent into the sky. 

On Friday, when fewer people 
turned up than the number of 
tickets that had been sold, the 
NJ.F’s 10th festival really got 
underway with the excellent audi- 
ence earning the first real cheers. 
They did a couple of numbers 
from their fine new album 
“Friends, Friends, Friend,” before 
treating an appreciative crowd to 
“I Put A Spell On You” and 
“House On The Hill.” 

The Groundhogs continued to 
prove that they are a much-im- 
iat band before Steamhammer 

ced one of their finest sets 
ey teally excelled and lead 
guitarist Martin Pugh seems to 
get better with every gig. 


another group, who, like Deep 
Purple, depend ‘considerably on 
a precise reproduction, and it took 
them some time to get across. But 
when it was time for “A Song 
For Me” they had built up some 
real excitement and Polj Palmer's 
solos were as imipressive as ever. 
They got an immediate encore 
and it is obvious their followers 
would listen to ““Weaver’s Answer” 
for ever. 


Beautiful noises 


Gracious, Mellotron and all, 
took the first spot on Sunday and 


stayed on for an hour, really 
pumping out some beautiful 
noises. 


Fotheringay put a smile on 
everyone’s face with an exiceed- 
ingly happy set, including ‘The 
Sea,” “The Way I Feel” and “The 
Ballad Of Ned Kelly.” Sandys, 
Denny, between dodging wasps’ 
(who outnumbered people), made 
some admirable attempts on an 
out-of-tune piano. 

took the 


stage the press enclosure filled for 
the first trme and ‘he treated us 
to his melodic songs with such 
thoughtful ‘lyrics. Everyone paid 
attention, Stevens really held the 
audience, he is such a fine artist. 

The Strawbs, so much better 
now they have keyboard man Rick 
Wakeman, followed Cat with a 
colourful, varied and much- 
appreciated ‘performance. Wake- 
man played some lyrical piano and 
made it sound jn-tune. 

East Of Eden had to bear radio 
stations being picked up by the 
p.a. But the clowning of violinist- 
sax man Dave Arbus saved a 
dangerously long equipment hold- 
up from being a disaster. And 
when they did get to Play they 
lived up to their reputation. 

The Wild ‘Angels streaked 
through ‘‘Sweet Little Sixteen,” 
“Great Balls Of Fire,” “Summer- 
time Blues,” “Johnny B. Goode,” 
“Blue Suede Shoes” and ‘Rip It 
Up,” and “Whole Lotta Shakin’ 
Going On.” Seeing them is per- 
haps the next best thing to hav- 
ing a time mathine. 


Deep Purple relaxed 
and (inset) the scene 
at Plumpton where 
they made an explo. 

sive impact, 


Keef Hartley Band performed 
with ‘their usual high standard, 
building up to a great climax to 
get the first notable icheers of the 
evening. As it got dark, Black 
Sabbath showed why their album 
has sold so well with their tight, 
hard rock that most of the crowd 
went for in a big way. National 
newspapermen seemed dis 
appointed that there was No sacti- 
ficing of naked females. 

Jackson Heights went down well 
with leader Lee sounding much 
happier—and better—singing songs 
he wants to sing. 

Hardin York nearly stopped the 
show with their frantic and excit- 
ing sounds, causing frenzy in the 
audience before the teri Taste 
supposedly rounded off Saturday 
Their drive and energy was shared 
by all the crowd. Gallagher was 
on top form, ‘forcing the rest of 
the group to their limits. 

The Jovable Legs Larry pa 
Was sprung on an unprepared 
audience, in a shiny silver suit, 
plus ballerina, and looking mort 
like Liberace than Liberace. 


wonld have been extremely diff- Quatermass’s Pete Robinson has Top-of-the-bill “Family are When Cat Stevens 
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